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spare. The others hud tickets, but I had still to buy
mine. And the office was closed.
"Mai p'iao!" I shouted as loud and as impress-
ively as I could. The porter stood stolidly with my
luggage on a truck. A policeman shrugged indiffer-
ently; the train was full, he said. I hammered on the
second-class window. The warning bell was already
sounding.
Reluctantly the window was raised, and a sleepy
official gaxed at me with a complete laek of interest.
"No seats; too many people/' he observed blandly,
I ic took a sip of tea.
This was desperate. "What about first-class?** I
demanded anxiously. He consulted his books wit!)
grave deliberation. Yes, there was one sleeper left.
In a laborious, scholarly wa\% he filled in the check.
1 hardly dared wait for my change.
Somehow we found my compartment, which I
shared with a fat Chinese merchant. He was already
snoring vigorously in the lower berth, stripped to the
waist, and looking like a sleeping Buddha. The heat
in the car was overpowering.
On the platform I found Don and his friends.
Chou had disappeared. The engine was hooting
disconsolately*
"Well, good-bye all . . ."
"Good-bye we'll look for the story! And good
luck!"
We felt we should need it.
The train pulled out slowly beneath the walls of
Peking, dark against the snow piled at their base-
Moving down the trainTI found Chou standing alone
on the platform of a second-class car, watching the